MARRIAGE
was impersonating, it was transfigured into something
unique by her wit, her eloquence, the flicker of her
fascinating fancy. We of posterity, watching her from
the comfortable distance of a hundred years, feel
inclined to applaud such masterpieces of the histrionic
art with unqualified admiration. But it was very
different for the people who had to live with her. For
they had to behave as if she were not acting; they were
required to respect and sympathize with sentiments
they knew were mostly imaginary. Moreover, Caro-
line made use of them to fill the supporting roles in
her productions; to their bewilderment, unasked and
unrehearsed, they found themselves being treated as
heroes and villains in dramas, of whose very plots they
were ignorant. Sometimes, exasperated by some
particularly flagrant example of her insincerity, they
told her the truth about herself. Then for a moment
the mask did fall; appearances were forgotten in a spit-
fire explosion of wounded vanity. But it was not for
long. Within a short time the old machinery of self-
deception began to work: she would re-enter as some
new character designed to meet her new situation; it
might be a pathetic penitent or a generous nature
quick to recognize its faults; complete in either case
with such plausible misrepresentation of the facts as
was needed to give verisimilitude to the part she had
chosen.
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